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entirely, but it doesn’t mean they aren’t on
their own path to recovery.

“What’s really dangerous, I believe, is
this theory that people will not get better
until they are ‘ready.’ What does that mean?
It’s not as though someone isn’t ready until
they step up to someone and say they want
to stop,” said Gallagher, who also sits on the
Juvenile Justice Advisory Group, which
reports to the Maine Legislature. “Someone
might be ready when they wake up and say,
‘Someday I want to stop.’”

Garrett usually asked his aunt
Trudy beforehand if he could come
over, but on Saturday, Nov. 28, he

showed up unannounced. He had attended
a memorial service for a friend who had
died of cancer, and he was quiet. He got
quiet when he was depressed.

Outside his aunt’s house was the frame
for a new shed he was building her. This
one would be bigger, sturdier.

When he left, he told his aunt he was
going to visit friends. Perhaps he went to
buy heroin, she said: “I gave him a hug and

told him I loved him like I always did, and
that was the last time I saw him.”

People noticed his absence. His girl-
friend, Savannah, and best friend, Brian,
texted with him often, but on Sunday he
went silent. It wasn’t like him to not reply,
even if he was upset.

On Monday he didn’t show up for work at
Huttig. He always arrived before his boss,
Roxy, so she knew something was wrong
when she walked in and he wasn’t there.

“I could feel myself starting to fall
apart,” she said. After about two hours,
she pulled out his emergency contact in-
formation and saw his mother listed first.
She dialed the number. “I’m not mad that

he’s not at work,” she told Traci. “I’m re-
ally worried sick.”

Traci couldn’t reach her son. She went
to the house in Augusta where he had
been renting a room, just a couple blocks
up the street from Trudy’s home, but no
one answered when she knocked. The
homeowner had been out of state for
Thanksgiving and wasn’t around to let
her in. She drove around the city looking
for her son, even though she knew, some-
how, she wouldn’t find him.

She went to her sister’s and tried to call and
text Garrett again. She told him if he didn’t
respond, she was going to call the police.

Back at his place, she beat on the door.

Nothing. When she called 911, she told them
her son was missing and had a history of
overdosing. The officers arrived, and one
stepped on a chair on the back porch to look
in through a high-up window.

He saw Garrett’s hand and then his body.
“He said, ‘I can see the chest, and it’s not

moving,’” Traci said.
“They popped the door and went in.

Three officers went in, and only one came
back out. I knew. He just looked at me.
The look on his face. I didn’t make him say
it. He didn’t have to. His job was hard
enough,” Traci said. “I think I started
screaming. I don’t know what I did.”

Augusta police have declined to com-
ment further on Garrett’s death. It remains,
they said, under investigation.

The grief cascaded.
When Savannah heard the news,

she was standing in the living
room of her mom’s house. She ran into
the kitchen and then slid to the floor. “I
felt lost, still do. That’s not going to go
away. I felt, in a sense, betrayed by him

Over time I learned the things Garrett kept fromme
and from his mom. She knew he smokedmarijuana
but said she only found out about his heroin use

after his February 2015 overdose.
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Traci Brown (right) and her sister Trudy
Kopyc are pictured with a box of

Garrett Brown’s remains on Dec. 18, 2015.


